
   [image: Cover: Indiom by Daljit Nagra]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Contentment of Shot List

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Dramatis Personae 

                  	CANTO I 

                  	1 Prologue by Screenwriter’s Companion 

                  	2 Mr Desani’s welcoming speech 

                  	3 Mr Common Man’s vision for Babu 

                  	4 The role of heritage for poets of colour 

                  	5 Ms Begum Jaan & Coolie language 

                  	6 Inheriting Poets of Colour 

                  	7 Kutcha Butcha fears for the poets 

                  	8 Saed Saed’s gay empire 

                  	9 Ms Gussama Beenon on forgiveness 

                  	10 Apachi Brummy & Indian youth 

                  	11 Tiffin! 

                  	CANTO II 

                  	12 Profit for ‘marginal’ poets 

                  	13 Ms Homi Bibi’s Coolie dream 

                  	14 Montage of British-Indians 

                  	15 Mr Nahasapeem & Ms Nasneen on The Simpsons 

                  	16 Director & Populous Shutup 

                  	17 Darkness à la mode Mr Shandy 

                  	18 Playing Hobson-Jobson & Hanklyn-Janklin 

                  	19 Camera crew on humour 

                  	20 Confessions of Director & Camera Operator 

                  	21 Duo Dharker’s interview Nissim Ezekiel 

                  	◀I§N✓T»E¿R❦M■I∫S¡S☀I^O¶N◉~

                  	CANTO III 

                  	22 Rani Shakontala & neglected poets 

                  	23 Grand theorists & Mr S. T. Coleridge 

                  	24 Prayers to The Golden Bough 

                  	25 Indian road signs 

                  	26 Geordie lass makes observations 

                  	27 Mrs Dai Pitta’s writing activity 

                  	28 Ms Kuku Paku & ringtone saga 

                  	29 Mr Kumbarkarn’s infelicity 

                  	30 Cricket ball 

                  	CANTO IV 

                  	31 Poets attempt atavism 

                  	32 Advert for Hindi 

                  	33 The Babu of Mrs Japprey 

                  	34 Mrs Japprey & East/West engagements 

                  	35 Sound poem by Mrs Japprey’s servant 

                  	36 Mr Desani’s call to action 

                  	37 Duo Mr Desanis 

                  	CANTO IV½ 

                  	38 Duo Apus 

                  	39 Death & afterlife 

                  	40 Poets leave Bulbul Hall 

                  	41 Epilogue by Screenwriter 

                  	FINIS  

                  	42 Outtake featuring Ms Gussama Beenon 

                  	Acknowledgeability 

                  	About the Author 

                  	By the Same Author  

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
            Dramatis Personae

         

          poets

         at poetry workshop
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                        	Mr Common Man
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                        	Kutcha Butcha



	Ms Gussama Beenon
            
                        
                        	Saed Saed



	Apachi Brummy
            
                        
                        	Ms Homi Bibi



	Mr Nahasapeem
            
                        
                        	Ms Nasneen



	Rani Shakontala
            
                        
                        	Ms Kuku Paku



	Mrs Dai Pitta
            
                        
                        	Mr Kumbarkarn



	Mrs Japprey
            
                        
                        	Mr Shivnoodas






         

          secondary caste
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         not seen or heard, apparently
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                        	Camera Operator
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                        	Production Manager
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         Addendum: chorus is performed by 50 hijras, third gender, who often speak simultaneously, in deference to the original Greek chorus
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               Prologue by Screenwriter’s Companion

               
                  prologue on Babus & Coolie languages, & how Nissim Ezekiel’s poem Goodbye Party for Miss Pushpa T.S., written in Babu English, caused offence on publication in 1970s India
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                  Screenwriter’s Companion lowers a book & speaks into the camera

               

               
                  Salutations. Hi, I’m sat by greenwood tree in kameez

                  & jodhpur. I’m sate as Ms Barrett Browning who once say,

                  she eat, she drink so much of classics from under a tree,

                  so much that her head ache!

               

               
                  In this break from my ‘eat & drink’, our screenwriter ask for ars

                  poetica to announce her talkie, aka film.

                  They said, to disclose the gist that might aid the baat – the yarn,

                  but in Standard English.

               

               
                  Screenwriter’s Companion gulps at the thought of attempting Standard English

               

               
                  But first, I’d mention the Victorians who sought civil

                  servants to run the Raj – these were Babus; the Coolie was

                  the skivvy. Today’s talkie imagines how their English

                  endures in modern verse.

               

               
                  I’m sure you’d also adore knowhow of some lingo terms.

                  Indioms flow from the mood engagement between English

                  & Indian. Babu & Coolie are both indioms.

                  Babu is eccentric

               

               
                  use of indioms. So high Babu is a lavish play

                  for least ‘actual’ speech. Meanwhile, Coolie’s an oral record

                  from the unschooled, & low mix of indioms may embrace

                  excessive Indic words.

               

               
                  Screenwriter’s Companion raises their script, clears the throat then recites an ‘ars poetica’

               

               
                  Monthly poetry groups flourish over world giving best

                  counsel, inspiration & samosa. Today’s writing

                  group, in March 2020, is no different except

                  the hill station setting –

               

               
                  is it in India? These Indic-heritage poets,

                  of whom but-not-one earn their crust in Ind, gather monthly

                  from over the globe. This month, they’re in Bulbul Hall, which sits

                  in the vale – Charsovee.

               

               
                  Today’s theme is about a poem published five decade

                  distant by our ‘Englisch Langwidge’ poet from Ind, Mr

                  Nissim Ezekiel, you know him? P.S. quote was made

                  by that great pretender

               

               
                  Mr Pound, of Mr Eliot’s Wasteland. Nissim’s lay

                  was for a fellow of his committee – she was leaving,

                  back in ’70s, for good. Sad story? The lay was gay!

                  Beaming Babu English.

               

               
                  ‘Badmash – his new poem! Is, he think, how we perorate!?’

                  It’s how most felt mocked while sat under punkah, including

                  the lass in his lines! Today’s poets will assess the fate

                  of all such corruptings.

               

               
                  Oh so exciting! Will they go cut-throat barrack for high

                  drama in defence of Babu verse, or troop for groupthink;

                  a porcupine’s test – get close as a hug till the pricks bite

                  or, ‘let’s hold back for quilled

               

               
                  stimulus – we’re comrades in one individual soul’.

                  Furthermore, as I’ve said, Babus were administrators

                  nurtured by men from the Atlantic Archipelago.

                  These sahibs were masters

               

               
                  of the Babu, the Babu in turn mastered the Coolie.

                  Dear viewer, to add, please put aside your traditional

                  & classically trained methods. Our sensibility’s

                  an odd conceptual

               

               
                  double-helixing of the houses where we take our lease.

                  Plus our polymaths weren’t groomed to speak but to execute

                  paperwork assisting the Raj. Now if you won’t mind, please,

                  while young Bodleian dude

               

               
                  sits in the Bodleian – I’ll stay out here under greenwood

                  with this spicy-red book. What is it – is an Indian

                  elementary reader designed for the use of stud-

                  ents in the Anglo-vern

               

               
                  acular school, published in 1877,

                  writ by Mr A. Woollaston, who famously lobby

                  against vaccines. His book’s not apropos to what you’ll learn;

                  now, go – watch talkie!

               

               
                  Cameras recede as Screenwriter’s Companion continues speaking

               

               
                  Before you go, I’ll recite from the primer, but please note

                  those in heavenly situ often recite back-to-front.

                  Just for you, I’ll recite in the de-rigueur mortal mode

                  for a moral once taught.

               

               
                  Screenwriter’s Companion recites from the primer

               

               
                  Politeness

               

               
                  An officer in battle happening to stoop his head, a cannon-

                  ball passed completely over it & took off the head of a soldier

                  who stood behind him. ‘You see,’ said the officer, ‘that a man

                  never loses by politeness.’ Anon.

               

               
                  Screenwriter’s Companion raises a finger & summons the cameras back

               

               
                  Additional addendum. Are Babus ever modest?

                  Swell show offs we are for certs always offloading info!

                  Do not be set off course, but keep pace with our exchanges.

                  Onward Christian pongos!
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               Mr Desani’s welcoming speech

               
                  On the theme of the poetry workshop – to write in Babu or in Standard English, & the politics of speaking in an Indian accent
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                  Director & Camera Operator are seen in the top left corner of Bulbul Hall

               

               
                  Director says to Camera Operator:

                  Pulley curtains apart – this talkie’s operative.

                  Poets are inhabited to the swing

                  of the new environ. They’re cushy seated.

               

               
                  Camera Operator replies:

                  We’re quids-in for Mr Vishnoodas!

                  Staring out he is from this valley

                  of Charsovee. His timbre gives brass-

                  in-pocket feeling. Lo! Our swami!

               

               
                  Director whispers:

                  Focus on his teeth – they’re seaside-bright

                  despiting air in Ind’s interjected with grit.

               

               
                  Camera Operator whispers:

                  Mr Vishnoodas Desani is don a polka bow tie

                  for aide-memoiring Mr D. Thomas, the Divine

                  Clown. Mr Vishnoodas has raise a folio.

               

               
                  Director whispers:

                  It’s a lay by Mr Nissim Ezekiel – he’s our first to

                  write, albeit a few poems, in the style of Babu.

               

               
                  Camera Operator refers to Mr Desani:

                  So cheeky – he’s recite to himself from his hardback

                  Collected Poems, this Goodbye Party for Miss Pushpa

                  T.S. in thick Indian accent! He’s harvesting a laugh.

               

               
                  Mr Desani recites two extracts from Nissim Ezekiel’s Goodbye Party for Miss Pushpa T.S., which is written in low Babu (very close to modern Indian-English)

               

               
                  Mr Desani mumbling to himself:

                  Friends,

                  our dear sister

                  is departing for foreign

                  in two three days,

                  &

                  we are meeting today

                  to wish her bon voyage

               

               
                  Whenever I asked her to do anything,

                  she was saying, ‘Just now only

                  I will do it.’ That is showing

                  good spirit.

               

               
                  Camera Operator whispers to Director:

                  The Babu aspects of Mr Ezekiel’s lay –

                  how will our audience appreciate?

               

               
                  Director whispers:

                  Must be darn patient to be watching indiom.

                  They will appreciate the Babu in that quotation –

                  its French usage, its hugger-mugger syntax,

                  & ‘two three’ being specific to Anglo-Indic chat.

               

               
                  Mr Desani lowers the book & looks at the poets around the workshop table which seems to be set in a room reminiscent of a drawing by M. C. Escher

               

               
                  Mr Vishnoodas Desani says to all:

                  Hail all committee, muses et cetera – Council must

                  take arms against the dulce et decorum of conflicts –

                  to blot onwards in pure English or rage for indioms.

               

               
                  No Dionysian theatre this month, like nabobs instead

                  let’s judge from this discombobulate floor. Our multitude

                  seating’s topsy-turvy – I feel dunked in a pit while you

               

               
                  seem boxed or galleried. I say, we’re helicopterised

                  swaying in this hall that Mr Escher may have designed,

                  a hall Mr Daedalus or Da Vinci had dome-dreamed.

               

               
                  Yet we poets are here, realised in its wooded five

                  dimensions. To walk this way is to seem stepped down a flight,

                  walk that way & seem on a wall – this Everest-to-ant

               

               
                  perspective in a solo look. Look outside – oh peak of

                  Ind winking nether at the docked Chandrayaan, our rocket

                  that slaked the lunar waters while NASA looked on wilted.

               

               
                  Oh Ind, from this hill – what cottages weep panegyrics

                  to their siblings in Wessex, plus Walden. Yonder, what pokes

                  through those groves – a Victorian bookstore with folios

               

               
                  hot pressed by Graywolf, Bloodaxe or Black Inc, in Oz, heaped fresh,

                  fresher than the shelves at Hay. Hail! Our destinies are fiss-

                  ured – mine soul follows Nissim, mine nut flows aft Percy Bysshe.

               

               
                  Cameras have suddenly turned to focus on Director (unknown to Director & Camera Operator) which will be the case throughout the talkie although both these men will remain unaware that they’re being filmed

               

               
                  Director whispers to Camera Operator:

                  He parleys in fixed syllables, made suave

                  by a pivot rhyme, an A = A / B = B weave.

               

               
                  Camera Operator replies:

                  I’m hearing full & perfect triple rhyme.

                  He’s our great vowel shifter – our bi-

                  bender of the consonant. Hai! –

               

               
                  Director takes charge:

                  Mr Desani – be back at him,

                  he’s vaping up a brain of steam.

               

               
                  Mr Desani is seen & heard again addressing the poets around the table

               

               
                  Well zoomed for voluntary displacement, parishioners,

                  some from nearby vale, some from Motherland, having traversed

                  like Jane Austen’s man of many vehicles, Mr Clifford –

               

               
                  you may have come by chariot, chaise, landeau, landeaulet,

                  by phaeton, gig, whiskey, curricle, teleport, by jet

                  or wheelbarrow. By whatever means – let me end my jest

               

               
                  by returning us to the oracle of the parping

                  tuk-tuk of a day Nissim performed before Miss Pushpa,

                  in the 1970s, an au revoir in Babu,

               

               
                  in her own voice to recall our Indic ‘noise’ in the Raj.

                  Ho! Babu – our conjugal cake of anglophones, our marz-

                  ipan juggernaut with which we mela our poetic muse.

               

               
                  Persian was replaced by English, for Queen Victoria,

                  for our knee salute & clerical charge in white collar.

                  English was never for us an hors d’oeuvres & colloquy;

               

               
                  happy keeping Sahib’s books, hoc est broke verbum meum,

                  happy with hand by heart quoting Homer’s encomium

                  in phonetics that rougèd the lugs of Dr Johnson.

               

               
                  Our reward? We became bud-buds from Kipling to Orwell

                  onward to Rushdie. Prat-fall Babus! How do we repel

                  this sowing of the purse so pockets of scorn do not reap?

               

               
                  Does our language of resistance sound queer as a clockwork

                  orange, a stitch in canonical time that’s holding on

                  with empire wound – are we the musical of Frankenstein?

               

               
                  All I can say, our national tree has limbs bountiful

                  willy-nilly brewing foetus who are wide-mawed, reared tall

                  in Coolie or Babu. Does English breed – by our windfall!

               

               
                  Cameras have been distracted by Director while Mr Desani continues speaking

               

               
                  Director whispers to Camera Operator:

                  For those seeking to read the script

                  of our talkie, I say – they’re welcome to recite

                  in an Indian accent. Particularly if they can

                  ensure there is zero separation between

                  self & the accent. To do this, they must embody

                  our auburn delivery with requisite humility.

               

               
                  Camera Operator tries to clarify the idea:

                  If accent’s a horse the speaker feel they’re riding

                  for fun – such riding becomes deriding.

               

               
                  Director replies:

                  In sooth, who could ever imitate your accent,

                  its biryani of Wiltshire-to-Indian

                  plus Canadian from your years in Newfoundland.

               

               
                  Camera Operator, smiling, replies:

                  Newfie! A sleeveen I am. But let me suggest,

                  if reader cannot create our complex accents

                  from this folio – what worth the writ version.

               

               
                  Director changes the subject:

                  Our troubadours must be more phlegm & clement.

                  Some swing doolally in their seat of settlement.

               

               
                  Camera Operator whispers:

                  Mr Vishnoodas is his own bel esprit! How his head

                  it fall then jut like a turban warrior to duplicate

                  our bombasticated guru – Henry at Agincourt!

                  Who would mock the mixed metaphors, the pan-

                  jandrum of jollity Mr Desani is use. The manner

                  by which he is sending himself up is a gentle

                  teasing of our beloved lingo. Look how he handle

                  the scimitar peaks of his imperial moustachio –

                  each blade add to the arc as he charge for his coda.

               

               
                  Cameras turn to Mr Desani who is now standing while addressing his fellow poets

               

               
                  Our windfall abounds! I say it is here with my yellow

                  crossed garters, with the camera crew decked in pink dayglow,

                  with our Clee Hills, there, where Shropshire lads are buried & hope

               

               
                  for rebirth in our Babu tongue! I can no more compos

                  mentis far-off Bodo Babu than Coolie Telugus

                  hawking. Each mulligatawny is a milieu music.

               

               
                  All hail, muse! I have unpicnic’d the gingham of the grass,

                  the grass – see how it grows long-haired over the stiff aggros

                  of its squared lawn. What if we skirt past Nissim for Oxo-

               

               
                  nian’s franchised flavour, must we bear Babu in secret

                  on the spine down to Pandæmonium? To strive, to seek

                  summum bonums, the golden chain of Homer so we speak

               

               
                  for sheer bananas, when we become again guerrilla

                  poets, diablo’s rabble, gondoliering militia!

                  So let’s try to listen now, to hear each parishioner

               

               
                  defend or damn Nissim’s Babu. What if he were with us

                  now, would he Dunciad himself with, oops, so sorry Miss 

                  Pushpa, or fashionista her in Babu till she’s beaming?

               

               
                  Camera turns to Director & Camera Operator

               

               
                  Director whispers to Camera Operator:

                  I admire your short fringe. I assume it’s grown

                  like Oscar Wilde’s who imitated Emperor Nero.

               

               
                  Camera Operator blushes:

                  Duplication is by de facto our unisonian.

                  Look even how conspicuously Ms Begum Jaan

                  wear pussy bow tie in honour of Miss Lottie

                  aka Ms Charlotte Mew & her poetry.
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               Mr Common Man’s vision for Babu

               
                  On the setting of the venue, & Babu as the language to reunite the Indo-European languages
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                  chorus:

                  Our troubadours, from the multitudinous nooks

                  (albeit they are seated around a table)

                  are viewed perambulating eyes about the room

                  because each poet can rarely dekko in full

                  their neighbouring rhymester for such is the rupture

                  of Bulbul Hall. Hall is the measure of a pub

                  for patron in flat cap but view again – what the,

                  what!? Hall seem to open its jaws & is magnol-

                  ious as Duuuurbar Hall but viewed again is pub

                  for handful patron in corner supping pale ale.

                  So bonkers a vista were never to be seen

                  if round the bend were to be seen, say, Taj Mahal.

                  Plus also, from each poet is heard a lone din

                  for they are rehearsing own lines aloud. Yet no

                  poet can hear them – as though the set of high-low,

                  nigh-far were such a trickster because only when

                  each poet lean forward a smidgeon

                  are they heard then by the audience.

               

               
                  Mr Desani presents the first poet:

                  My dear Mr Common Man, stage-named after our cartoon,

                  with your broom moustache & Nehru collar standing firm

                  over your humble lungi, how will all cock-a-hoop

                  if they vacation, why, through our Brandenburg of Babu?
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